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Flutter 


Author's Notes: 
This is disgusting. 
No disrespect intended-all the love to both Andy € Chris, wherever they are. 


Chris isn't, by any means, underfucked. He knows his way in the dark pretty well, seen a lot of things, but 
there's something about the way that Andy holds his gaze while he's got his cock in his mouth, his tongue 
grazing the sensitive spot just beneath the head, that really gets Chris hot. He takes up a fistful of that 
peroxide blond hair and pulls, desperate for release, fucking into Andy's mouth and relishing the noise he makes 
when his cock brushes the back of his throat. He's so lost in the wet heat around him that he's all but tuned 
Andy out entirely; his coy remarks sputtered between mouthfuls of dick, the vibration of his groans. Andy 
doesn't owe Chris a sloppy blowjob, but it totally covers the rent he isn't paying - for this month, anyway. 
Half-lucid, Chris admires the sticky trails of tinted lipgloss across his shaft and the curve of Andy's soft 
mouth, riding out the best kind of high there is. He knows Andy's sucked a hundred different dicks by now but 
somehow he feels special, like that shimmer of his cheap makeup smears only for him. He feels himself twitch 
at the thought. 

Andy says something to him, a transparent string of saliva glistening between his bottom lip and 


Chris‘ cock, about how Chris is a bitch - about how he's a big baby who needs his dick worshipped, and he 
hums a single note in response. He's got nothing to say in defense of himself, and even if he had, it's pointless 
arguing with Andy and even more pointless arguing with L'andrew, a persona which he's come to find exists 
beyond the stage, too. He doesn't totally get it, to be honest; he just imagines that Andy is his cute roommate 
who stays up till dawn playing Nintendo Football and sometimes speaks with a gay lisp, and that L'andrew is to 
Andy that the Thin White Duke had been to Bowie - a caricature birthed from Andy's deepest emotions, a 
pantomime dame with a lust for control. They've both got issues and they both give killer head, Chris thinks. 
Smirking to himself, he then feels the absence of Andy's tender ministrations and squirms, that shit-eating 
sneer vaporizing flatly into a grimace. It's just like him to get Chris going that way and then quit. 

He considers pouting for about a split-second before Andy pulls him close once more, wrenching a 
faint gasp from his lungs. Chris straddles Andy's waist, his straining cock flush against Andy's, whimpering 
under his breath. If he'd been itching to come a few minutes ago, he must be close to losing his fucking mind 
now. He shuts his eyes tight, hips trembling as Andy fills him and it's useless to try and stifle the cry that 
leaves him. Andy knows every inch of him, his weakest spots and how to take advantage of them - he opens 
for Andy like it's the most natural thing in the universe, his muscles tightening and slacking as he's penetrated. 
The blond thrusts forward with a gentle huff and Chris feels most everything else bleed out into insignificance, 
fucking himself relentlessly on Andy's cock "You're mine,” sighs Andy. "I know." whines Chris. 

Andy's hands smooth up and down Chris’ sides, taking great pleasure in the softness of his skin, in 
the soundless scream etched across his lover's face. Chris clings to Andy, fingernails scraping over the 
porcelain skin of his chest and shoulders - the blond makes a face and hisses softly at the contact, thrusting 
his hips forward in retaliation. Chris chokes on a suppressed moan and grinds against the burning warmth 
beneath him, his mind going numb. A string of incoherent curses tumble forth from his lips as he begs Andy 
to let him come and is met, of course, with Andy's usual stubborness, who insists upon fucking him senseless 
and ignoring his acute pleas for release. The tip of Andy's cock probes at Chris’ sensitive insides, stretched 
tight around his straining heat, coming dangerously close to the edge himself. Chris‘ overstimulated body goes 
almost entirely limp, filled with cock and tasting sweat, cascading from his forehead and into his mouth. 

"Andy, please." he murmurs. Andy's wicked mouth, lined in uneven rouge, twists into a malevolent 
smirk and Chris feels his heart sink and flip. Andy shuts his eyes and tilts back his head, focusing on the 
tautness around him. Chris stammers his name, demanding to be told what Andy's got in mind, all the while 
losing his ability to speak clearly as Andy delves deeper inside of him, the hardest and deepest he imagines he's 
ever been screwed. He doesn't know if he'll black out or come all over Andy's neck and face or maybe, 
disastrously, both, but he feels his stomach tightening and his heart pounding and figures one of the two are 
bound to happen quite soon. Before he can tell Andy, though, he's spending and screaming as he's filled with hot 
come that leaves his dick aching, the liquid dampening his inner thighs as Andy pulls out. "Fuck!" he sobs, pitchy 
and broken, glancing to Andy with a look of utter anguish. Andy calls him a crybaby, Chris can't argue. 

When Andy tells him to get off and lay face-down, he does, willing to endure any trials Andy may put 
him through if it means he'll let him come. Chris feels nothing but his throbbing erection against the sheets 
for a minute or so before Andy's tracing a fingertip over his ass, raising goosebumps there. He massages his 
semencslick entrance with one finger, and then another, before pressing inside in one fluid movement of his 
wrist. Chris groans and pushes back and into Andy's touch, his body quivering and desperate for friction. Andy 
curves his fingers within Chris, pleasuring the inflamed nerves deep inside him, delighted by Chris hungered 
movements. He encourages the brunette with the perfect promise of release, soothing him with sweet and 


filthy flirtation until he's fucking him steadily with both digits. Chris moans and weeps under Andy's hand, 


mouth agape and hands grappling at the covers. "Andy -" he manages, his voice hoarse and barely there, 
before he comes hard and noisily into the sheets, fidgeting with an impossible passion. Andy withdraws his 
fingers with an obscene, wet sound and watches with what feels a bit like pride as Chris’ muscles relax at long 
last. 

With a definitive smack across Chris' ass, Andy grins to himself and takes his place beside his lover 
once more, brushing thick, dark hair out of his eyes with gentle fingers. "Aw, babe," he coos, pressing a kiss to 
Chris‘ damp forehead. "c'mere and face me. What'd you think of that?" Chris can only whine in response, gazing 
up at the blond with nothing short of kicked-puppy eyes, fretting for a moment upon discovering that he 
might've taken L'andrew to bed rather than Andy. "Chin up, baby," he chides, a firm hand in Chris’ hair. "-- 


that was just round one." 


